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Una storia di Burzum: Parte III - La propaganda menzognera 


È molto difficile per me scrivere sulle biografie, sugli articoli e sulle interviste concernenti Burzum, 
poiché vi è così tanto da dire a riguardo. Esistono, sostanzialmente, due categorie di scritti: quelli di 
persone che sono pro-Burzum e quelli di persone che sono anti-Burzum. Non ho veramente mai 
visto nessuna biografia, articolo oppure intervista che fossero oggettivi, sebbene la maggior parte 
dei biografi, degli scrittori e degli intervistatori anti-Burzum tendano a dipingere se stessi come 
individui così obiettivi, mentre i biografi pro-Burzum non provano mai a nascondere il fatto di 
essere pro-Burzum. 

È bizzarro vedere come alcuni giornalisti e scrittori cerchino informazioni su di me presso membri 
di Antifa (un'organizzazione "terroristica" antifascista), Monitor (un servizio privato di intelligence 
dedicato alla monitorazione di tutte le cosiddette attività di estrema destra e di tutti i dissidenti in 
Norvegia) oppure Antirasistisk Senter (Centro Antirazzista). Potrebbero semplicemente chiedere a 
me le informazioni riguardanti me o le mie idee, invece chiedono a queste persone; cionondimeno 
essi pretendono di scrivere articoli "oggettivi" e "attendibili" su di me. Sarebbe come chiedere alla 
Gestapo informazioni riguardanti i dissidenti nella Germania di Hitler e aspettarsi di ottenere 
informazioni eque ed obiettive. 

Ciò che mi sorprende di più là fuori, comunque, sono tutte le interviste contraffatte. Anziché 
intervistarmi effettivamente, alcune persone hanno semplicemente finto di intervistarmi, 
fabbricando le risposte alle loro stesse domande per poi pubblicare il tutto. La falsa intervista più 
conosciuta, probabilmente, è quella che compare nel libro "Lucifer Rising" 1 , ma sfortunatamente 
non è l'unica. 

Un altro particolare tipo di "interviste" sono quelle basate sì su di un'intervista reale, ma a parte 
questo, completamente prive di senso. Una di esse è (solo in parte?) inclusa in un articolo intitolato 
"Music, Murder and Fire - Black Metal: The Scandinavian Way" 2 . L'intero articolo è 
sostanzialmente pura finzione, ma ho riconosciuto in esso parti tratte da un'intervista che concessi, 
nel 1994 o nel 1995, ad un piccolo tizio tedesco, il quale lavorava per "Tempo", apparentemente una 
popolare rivista tedesca di qualche tipo, forse con sede ad Amburgo. Ma alla fine di quell'articolo, 
intitolato "Music, Murder and Fire - Black Metal: The Scandinavian Way", l'autore si firma come 
un certo Ilde (uno pseudonimo?), e apparentemente l'articolo viene pubblicato sulla rivista "Nieuwe 
Revu", qualcosa che a me suona molto olandese - e di cui non avevo mai sentito parlare prima. 

Il tizio di "Tempo" mi descrisse come "ein Bisschen wie ein Engel" ("un po' come un angelo"), cosa 
che fa anche colui il quale si fa chiamare fide, solamente in inglese, ma Ilde aggiunge che: 
"[Vikernes] guarda fuori dalla finestra, attraverso gli alberi egli ha vista su un alto muro con torri di 
guardia e fari cercapersona", e questa frase, da sola, prova che si tratta di un'intervista contraffatta. 
Prima di tutto io parlai con un tizio tedesco della rivista "Tempo", nel carcere di Bergen, nel 1994 o 
nel 1995, e per quello che posso ricordare non vi erano finestre in quella stanza, ma se dovessi 
anche sbagliarmi e le finestre effettivamente ci fossero state, l'unica cosa che avreste potuto vedere 
attraverso di esse sarebbe stata un altro blocco della prigione (e certamente non alberi). Inoltre, non 
esiste una singola torre di controllo con fari cercapersona in nessuna prigione norvegese. 


1 Cfr. V. Vikernes, A personal review ofGavin Baddeley's hook "Lucifer Rising: sin, devii worship and rock'n'roll"’, trad. 
it. Una personale analisi del libro di Gavin Baddeley, "Lucifer Rising: sin, devii worship & rock'n'roll" ("Lucifero 
sorgente: peccato, adorazione del diavolo e rock'n'roll", inedito in Italia). 

2 Si veda l'appendice al presente documento. 



Semplicemente, le prigioni norvegesi non sono costruite a quel modo (e posso aggiungere, in 
risposta allo sciocco articolo del 2003, il quale affermava che una guardia della prigione mi avrebbe 
sparato, che le guardie della prigione non portano nemmeno la pistola). Allora, di che diavolo parla 
questo Ilde? L'intera intervista è, ovviamente, un'altra contraffazione. Quell'individuo non ha mai 
parlato con me! Non so nemmeno chi lui o lei sia, del resto! 

Così ci sono persone, là fuori, le quali in effetti contraffanno interviste e poi le pubblicano su riviste 
e su internet. Essi fondano le loro false interviste su altre false interviste, e naturalmente anche su 
interviste reali, aggiungendovi un che di personale per farle sembrare come essi le desiderano, senza 
riguardi per la verità. 

L'originaria intervista su "Tempo" era, in ogni caso, pùre piena di stronzate, e la ridicola e 
totalmente falsa informazione riguardante il fatto che mio padre avesse l'abitudine di picchiare me e 
mia madre proviene da questa intervista. Quel tipo - il tizio tedesco - probabilmente si è inventato 
questa storia da solo, per qualche ragione sconosciuta. 

Da dove prendono certe stronzate le persone come quel tizio tedesco? Dal momento che esse non 
hanno radici in nulla di reale, devono giocoforza essere state tutte inventate da loro stessi. Perché? 
Perché inventare storie quando si può semplicemente chiedere a me per ottenere la verità? 

Il resto dell'articolo/intervista "Music, Murder and Fire - Black Metal: The Scandinavian Way" 
procede sulla stessa linea. È solo un mucchio di merda. Alcune parti sono pura invenzione e alcune 
sono basate su altre interviste, le quali sono state pubblicate da persone che avevano come unico 
scopo quello di demonizzarmi. Se sorridevo ai giornalisti, loro lo descrivevano come un 
"sogghigno"; se non sorridevo loro, allora ero "freddo come il ghiaccio". Non aveva importanza ciò 
che facessi o dicessi, tutto era sbagliato, ed essi distorcevano ogni cosa. In tribunale, dissi che io 
non ero un satanista e che vedevo il satanismo come un'idiozia giudeo-cristiana; parlai di Oòinn e 
Pórr, e nonostante ciò il giudice fece mettere agli atti che "Varg Vikernes crede in Satana", e i titoli 
dei media raccontarono che ero un satanista. Anche nel 2001 la direttrice del dipartimento di 
giustizia in Norvegia (sorprendentemente) scrisse lo stesso in una lettera ad uno psichiatra e ad uno 
psicologo, i quali avrebbero dovuto stendere una relazione riguardante il mio essere uno psicopatico 
o meno (e, in ogni caso, non credevano che lo fossi). Così, anche la direttrice del dipartimento di 
giustizia affermò che io fossi un satanista e che "Varg Vikernes crede in Satana". Anche le persone 
che lavoravano all'interno della prigione nella quale mi trovavo all'epoca furono scioccate 
dall'ignoranza (o, piuttosto, dalla malignità) della direttrice del dipartimento di giustizia. Inoltre, lo 
psichiatra e lo psicologo reagirono negativamente alla sua dichiarazione, e naturalmente si chiesero 
perché mai ella avesse fatto una cosa del genere. 

Allora, che cosa ci si può aspettare da degli idioti che scrivono per internet o per qualche inutile 
rivista? Come si può credere alle biografie, agli articoli e alle "interviste", là fuori, dal momento che 
anche il giudice all'interno del sistema di giustizia e la direttrice del dipartimento di giustizia stessi 
inventano, oppure rèiterano, menzogne come quella? 

In breve, tutte le biografie, tutti gli articoli e la maggior parte delle interviste sono pieni zeppi di 
menzogne. Anziché raccontarvi di tutte le menzogne, in un infinito profluvio di articoli come 
questo, semplicemente Vi dirò di non credere a nulla di ciò che leggete su di me, a meno che non lo 
abbia scritto io. 

Tristemente, non possiamo credere nemmeno a nulla che sia stato detto e scritto riguardo altri 
dissidenti. I dissidenti vengono sempre demonizzati, e coloro che supportano i detentori del potere 
sempre vengono glorificati. La storia non è altro che uno strumento utilizzato dai detentori del 
potere per ottenere che le masse li adorino e li seguano, e per assicurarsi che esse disdegnino, e 
lavorino contro, i loro nemici o avversari. 



Anche alle scuole medie, oggi, innocenti bambini e teenagers, in Norvegia, apprendono 
dell'"adoratore del diavolo" e del "satanico" Varg Vikernes. Se un differente sistema, o almeno 
l'onestà, prevalesse, forse verrei descritto più come io vedo me stesso, come una persona che ha 
rifiutato la tentazione di una vita confortevole in un paese ricco, perché ha preferito fare ciò che è 
giusto. Io ho rifiutato di partecipare allo stupro di Madre Terra e mi sono rivoltato contro il mondo 
moderno. 

Oggi vengo visto come niente più che un criminale, così non posso certo aspettarmi che i galoppini 
di questo sistema marcio raccontino alle persone la verità su di me, e naturalmente io non sono 
l'unico ad essere soggetto a questo tipo di propaganda menzognera. Tutti coloro che si rivoltano 
contro il mondo moderno e questo sistema malato condividono più o meno la mia stessa esperienza. 
Essi vengono demonizzati, ignorati, calunniati e così via. Anche l'adolescente medio farà esperienza 
di questo alfinterno della sua comunità locale, nel caso in cui lui/lei dovesse fare qualcosa che 
venga visto come anti-sociale o politicamente scorretto (o se solo egli/ella indossa abiti bizzarri). 
Tutti coloro che si rivoltano contro il mondo moderno devono essere preparati a far fronte alle 
conseguenze che ciò comporta, ma questo non significa che si debba semplicemente accettare che 
essi diffondano menzogne, ci ignorino o ci diffamino. È necessario controbattere sempre, senza mai 
arrendersi. Accada quel che accada. 

Quando i poteri "occidentali" supportano dissidenti in altri paesi, come in Birmania, in Cina, in 
Zimbabwe o altrove, li chiamano dissidenti, oppure oppositori; ma tutti i dissidenti nel mondo 
"occidentale" vengono chiamati criminali, o semplicemente terroristi. Essi nemmeno ammettono 
che esista una ragione legittima per rivoltarsi contro il mondo "occidentale", poiché essi vogliono 
affermare come fatto indiscutibile che la loro cosiddetta "democrazia" sia il modo migliore per 
governare un paese. Parlare contro questo è come parlare della teoria della macroevoluzione con gli 
scienziati, o ancor peggio, del problema della veracità dell'olocausto al Vostro professore di storia. 
Non importa ciò che dite, Vi vedranno sempre come dei completi idioti, e rifiuteranno anche solo di 
ascoltare ciò che avete da dire. 

Un fanatico non è che un idealista col quale siete in disaccordo, e un idealista non è che un fanatico 
col quale siete d'accordo. Così, gli "idealisti" governano il mondo "occidentale", mentre i "fanatici" 
come me vengono perseguitati. E così che funziona, e dovreste sempre tenerlo a mente nel 
momento in cui leggete di persone come me. E tuttora il loro gioco. Anche questo dovreste tenere a 
mente, nel momento in cui di persone come me non sentite parlare del tutto. 

Grazie per la Vostra attenzione. 


Varg "Tenace di Vita" Vikernes 
(Scritto nel dicembre 2004, aggiornato nell'aprile 2005) 
Traduzione di Lupo Barbéro Belli 


Fama crescit eundo! 

(Le chiacchiere, in giro, diventan più grandi!) 



Appendice 


Riproponiamo di seguito, nella sua versione inglese, l'articolo contraffatto "Music, Murder and 
Fire - Black Metal: The Scandinavian Way", al quale Varg Vikemes fa riferimento nel testo 
precedente [n.d.T.]. 


Music, Murder and Fire - Black Metal: The Scandinavian Way 

It started when thè Norwegian musician Christian Vikernes decided to set fire to some churches as a 
publicity stunt. It continued because of an unanswered love. And it ended with a gruesome murder. 
And now thè fans demand an encore. A story about madness, violence and black metal thè 
Scandinavian way. 

Crystal clear water flows through thè fjord and thè sky is as blue as nowhere else on this earth - 
maybe because man hasn't fully conquered this paradise on thè west coast of Norway yet. The 
Norwegians cali this region near Bergen "thè gates to thè fjords". It's just a few hundred more 
kilometers to thè North Cape and thè more you drive northwards thè more you leave civilization 
behind. Just behind Bergen people have drilled tunnels through thè mountains, that lead from one 
fjord to another. Then you reach thè last outpost of civilization in paradise. It looks like a youth 
hostel: white houses with red roofs. They're built low, so they won't attract too much attention. 

The young man, that comes walking towards me through thè corridor in one of thè buildings, looks 
quite angelic. He shakes my hand politely: Christian Vikernes, 21 years old, slender and a rockstar 
in Norway. His hair is cut short and he's wearing a wom out t-shirt, army pants and shining polished 
boots. When Vikernes, only member of thè metal band Burzum, looks out thè window, through thè 
trees he has a view on a high wall with watchtowers and search lights. For thè youth hostel is a 
prison. Vikernes was prosecuted for robbery, illegal possession of explosives, grave desecration and 
arson. But he was convicted for thè severest of all of his crimes: murder. 

"The man I murdered was my enemy", Vikernes says, "What else should I have do ne with him?" 

Enemies should fight each other, he thinks, and only thè strong will survive. By thè way, only thè 
strong have thè right to live. You should kill thè old and sick. But unfortunately democracy protects 
all fife. That's why he is against democracy. Vikemes really means all this. He sits in his chair 
motionless, hands on thè table. He speaks with a cold, toneless voice. It sounds like a tape is being 
played. "Most people are stupid. They shouldn't have any right to speak", he says. "Just let me 
become dictator of Scandinavia". But first thè youngster with thè soft face has to do his time. The 
next twenty years he'll spend his time in thè prison that looks like a youth hostel in paradise. 

How Vikernes - who's seen by thè Norwegians as a devii - got there, is a remarkable story to say thè 
least. It started in thè Spring of 1973, when he was born in Bergen. His mother Lene was a 
secretary, his father Lars was a electronic-engineer - a very normal family as everybody thought. 
But his father used to beat his wife when he was in a bad mood and he also beat his son. Christian 
tried to avoid getting hit as best as he could. He was a loner at school. At home he liked to sit alone 
in his room and let toy soldiers battle against each other. Later on he fought his battles with video 
games and when he didn't feel like playing, he read "The Lord of thè Rings". Of all thè creatures 
that appeared in Tolkien's book, he l ik e thè Orcs thè most, thè evil ones. 

When Christian was 14 years old, his mother was fed up with her violent husband and got a divorce. 
Lrom then on she tried to make up for thè lack of love from her son by giving him presents. She 
bought him a guitar. He used to play on that instrument for hours, sometimes for days. The harder 
he played, thè more he enjoyed it. He founded his first band: Uruk-Hai. He got that name from "The 



Lord of thè Rings", it was thè name of thè demon race. He left school because he wanted to ha ve 
more time for his music. He stili was thè only member of Uruk-Hai, because in a small town like 
Bergen it isn't very easy to find other young boys who also want to play hard and fast rock. But that 
didn't bother him. At least no one could intervene with his musical direction, when he stayed alone 
in his band. But thè man that his mother married shortly after thè divorce did try to intervene. 
Christian should just cut his hair and try to find a job. But most of all he shouldn't take that damn 
music so seriously. Not take his music seriously? Lunacy! Music had become thè most important 
thing in his world for Vikernes. Why couldn't that man leave him alone, like a stepfather should do? 

In 1989 Vikernes met a youngman from Oslo at a friend's place who was four years older than him. 
He had long black hair and wore black clothes and his name was Oystein Aarseth, but didn't want to 
be called like that. His friends had to cali him Euronymous. He found that name in Greek 
mythology: Euronymous, prince of death. Aarseth ran a recordshop in Olso, Helvete (Hell), and a 
small record label, Deathlike Silence. Aarseth said, he only released albums by bands who were 
pure evil. And he also had his own band: Mayhem. That band wanted to be just as evil as their 
English model Venom, a band that sang about death and thè devii, played hard, fast rock and set thè 
standards for thè genre black metal in 1982 already. But it wasn't enough to walk around with long 
hair in black clothes and play in a black metal band, according to Aarseth. At least not in Norway, 
where so many people were so understanding for everything that was organized by young people. 
That's why Aarseth had sown badges of thè National People's Army on his clothes and became 
member of a small communist party. And when Mayhem occasionally toured, they only went to thè 
DDR, to Leipzig and Dresden. Vikernes didn't understand why communism appealed to Aarseth, 
but he was fascinated when he listened to his new acquaintance speak full of praise about thè devii, 
cursed christians and philosophized that it was time that thè powers of Evil were spread. Vikernes 
didn't really understand how this should take place, and Aarseth didn't seem to know it either. But 
Vikernes did understand that he had thè wrong first name to be part of thè gang. That's why he now 
calls himself Varg, meaning "wolf". Vikernes travelled to Oslo more and more, to visit Aarseth at 
Helvete. Customers seldom carne there, but always musicians from other Norwegian black metal 
bands. They stood there for hours, talking, drinking beer and after Aarseth closed thè shop at night, 
they all went to Lusa Lotte Pobb, thè only black metal bar in Oslo. They drank some more there and 
when they got into an argument, one of them was always right: Aarseth, thè boss. Aarseth thought 
that that Vikernes from Bergen was a nice little fellow. Maybe a bit young, and especially: he didn't 
drink beer and didn't smoke. But Aarseth liked thè fact that Vikernes was fascinated by him and that 
he admired him. Moreover: Vikernes seemed to be prepared to go along with everything and 
besides that, he played guitar very well. 

Vikernes found two musicians in Bergen in thè meantime who were into black metal as well. He 
found Old Funeral with them. They rehearsed regularly and when they thought they were good 
enough, they did a gig. It was thè first time that Vikernes was on stage and he didn't like it at all. All 
those drunk guys in front of thè stage, thè way they stupidly looked upwards and banged their heads 
- all idiots, according to Vikernes. After a few gigs he left Old Funeral. He wanted to make music 
on his own again. 

When he was 18, Vikernes moved into a small house for which his mother paid thè rent. He hung 
up blankets in front of thè Windows, lit candles and played guitar or read books: norwegian history, 
sagas and always Tolkien as well. He got two names from "The Lord of thè Rings" that he liked: 
Burzum for his new one-man band and Count Grishnackh became his new artist name. He was also 
very interested in thè history of his ancestors, thè Vikings. They worshipped Odin, thè god of war, 
before thè christians conquered Scandinavia. Vikernes decided that his band Burzum should make 
noise just as long 'tifi thè Scandinavians start worshipping thè true god, Odin, again. He started to 
collect old weapons and decorated his house with knives, swords, battle-axes and an old Stahlhelm 
of thè German Wehrmacht with SS signs on it. Vikernes learned Bergensk, an old dialect that has 
more than live words for "war", and not just one like modera Norwegian. War was very important 
to Vikernes because only a war could free Norway from thè christians. 



The year was 1991 and Aarseth too thought something needed to be done at last. Aarseth's 
followers, thè satanic circle, were ready for thè battle. He had divided them into an inner and an 
outer circle. The twelve men of thè inner circle, including Vikemes, had to pian actions that would 
be carried out by thè others, a few dozen black metal fans from all over Norway. The first death 
within thè Norwegian black metal scene was in Spring. The singer of Mayhem, Aarseth's band, had 
blown half his head off with a gun. The other band members found Dead, his artist name, in his 
bedroom. Aarseth decided to take pictures of thè dead man. He drove to Oslo, bought a camera, 
drove back again and fotographed thè corpse. The pictures of dead Dead are stili very popular in thè 
satanic circle. "We aren't afraid of death. Not even when it involves one of us," he once said. "Dead 
was a good singer and therefore very important to us," he now says "But even more important is thè 
publicity he gave Mayhem because of his suicide." 

A band member said: "When we found Dead, Aarseth wasn't surprised at all. We searched for his 
social security papers in vain, because Aarseth was always short of money. I'm sure he had 
something to do with Dead's death." 

A few weeks later thè satanic circle started a small war against English magazines and musicians. 
The English had often laughed at thè Norwegians because they tried so desperately to be evil and 
took a band like Venom more serious than themselves. The English thought it was ironie that thè 
Norwegians preferred to team up in a studio and record third class albums instead of playing live 
l ik e a reai rock band. Aarseth was furious and thè members of thè satanic circle sent death threats to 
English bands, who certainly shouldn't come to Norway to tour. When English band Paradise Lost 
carne to tour nevertheless, their bus was attacked by a horde of black metal fans. Singer Nick 
Holmes tells later "Suddenly our bus was surrounded by ten and twelve year olds who started to 
throw stones. They were kids acting wild. Insane." The satanic circle not only called for war against 
thè English bands, but also against Swedish and Finnish bands who weren't evil enough. Therion for 
example. Their singer Christopher Johanssen woke up one morning near Stockholm because he 
heard strange noises and saw his front door was on fire. There was an album sleeve of Burzum on 
thè door, pinned down with a dagger. "Count Grishnackh was here and will return", it was written. 
Four days later Johanssen received a letter: "Hello victim, I just carne back from Sweden. I think I 
lost an album sleeve and a match there. I shall return." The police arrested thè 18 year old Suuvi 
Prurunen. She confessed that she lit thè fire. When thè police searched her home they found her 
diary, that said that she was member of thè satanic circle and was ordered by Vikernes to do it. 
Vikernes was also questioned. He denied to know Prurunen. Vikernes was released. Prurunen was 
put in a mental hospital for a year. Vikernes already was thè second man within thè satanic circle by 
then, after Aarseth. When he spoke, thè other listened. They were gripped when they listened to his 
enthusiastic stories about Odin. They found it a bit odd though when he cursed foreigners and 
praised Hitler and Stalin. The satanists did understand that he hated thè jews. After all with their 
religion thè jews had driven away thè old Germanie gods. What impressed them most was thè fact 
that Vikemes took action as well. 

In thè night of June 6 1992 thè first church burned in Fantoft, near Bergen. The next morning only a 
ruin was left. Shortly after that a mini-LP was released by Burzum. It was titled "Aske": ash. On thè 
flyers of thè album a burnt church was depicted, as well as on thè lighters that were distributed by 
thè record company. Shortly after that another church was bumt, in Holmenkollen. And later 
another one. Again in Bergen. In 1992 there were eight arson attacks on churches in Norway. One 
fireman died during thè extinction of thè fire. Vikernes was proud of his actions. He spoke to some 
journalists in so much detail, that thè police became interested in him. Vikernes denied everything 
though. The police had no evidence and had to let him go. 

Aarseth cheered his release. "No one will dare to witness against Grishnackh", he bragged. 
"Otherwise he will be hit by thè terrible wrath of thè satanic circle." Friends from Oslo knew 
Aarseth's joy wasn't reai. Because Vikernes had become thè rivai of Aarseth. And he had turned into 
an unpredictable madman. Vikernes wanted to battle for power. He said, Aarseth only was a man of 



great words. He didn't have thè guts for great actions. The time had come for him, Vikernes, to took 
over thè power of thè Norwegian black metal horde. And additionally there were two other things 
he couldn't forgive: Aarseth had taken lisa, a 16 year old Swedish girl, away from him and Aarseth 
stili hadn't released Burzum's album, although Vikernes had already given him 40,000 Crowns that 
he had borrowed from his mother. 

In August 9 1993 Vikernes borrowed thè Volkswagen Golf from his mother and picked up two 
friends. Andreas Nagelsett and a guy everybody called Snor. Vikernes dropped Nagelsett off at his 
place. He had to hammer on a typewriter all evening there and play loud music constantly. In other 
words Nagelsett had to make noise that thè neightbours were used to. Vikernes and Snor drove to 
Oslo. Around midnight they arrived at a rented Hat in thè part of town called Togen. Aarseth had 
moved to thè place a few months before. He had received a lot of mail threats from Swedish and 
Finnish bands. He had a secret phonenumber because he didn't want to be be bothered anymore and 
only a few friends knew thè new address. Vikernes knew Aarseth wouldn't open thè door for him. 
That's why he had brought Snor along. Snor rang thè intercom and when thè buzzer sounded, 
Vikernes slipped past Snor to thè fourth floor. Aarseth was standing in thè door in his underwear. He 
had already slept. He was surprised to see Vikernes. Vikernes waved a piece of paper and said he 
wanted to talk about thè record contract. They got into a fight in thè hou se about thè Burzum album 
that stili wasn't released, about lisa and about thè satanic circle. Aarseth went into thè kitchen. 
Vikernes pulled a knife, follo wed Aarseth and stabbed it in his back. Aarseth fell on thè floor, 
crawled back up and tried to talk Vikernes out of it. But he was unstoppable. He swung and stabbed 
him again. Aarseth pushed him aside and fled out of thè door, down thè stairs. Vikernes followed 
him and stabbed him, again and again. The next morning thè neighbours found Aarseth dead in 
front of thè door in a pool of blood. The police officers counted twenty-three stabbings: sixteen in 
thè back, thè rest in his neck and head. Vikernes and Snor were long gone by then. They had only 
stopped on their way back to throw away thè knife. Back at Vikernes' place they went over thè alibi 
with Nagelsett again, after that Nagelsett and Snor left thè apartement. 

Vikernes wasn't at ease. He had to talk to someone and phoned to thè English label Candlelight who 
took care of thè distribution in Britain for Aarseth's label. The owner Lee Barrett answered thè 
phone. "It's me!", Vikernes yelled, "Count Grishnackh. Euronymous is dead. I shall piss on his 
grave. " 

During thè investigation thè police spoke to lisa, Aarseth's girlfriend. "I know who killed Aarseth," 
she said, "But I can't teli you. It could cost my life." The police spoke to Snor. He too was afraid of 
Vikernes, but confessed that he had driven to Oslo on August 9 with him. On August 20 Vikernes 
was arrested. The police found 150 kilograms of dynamite in his home. Vikernes wanted to use it to 
blow up thè Nidarosdomen church, a national monument from thè eleventh century. The police 
arrested twelve youths ranging from 14 to 22 years old in various Norwegian towns within thè next 
few weeks. They were charged with: grave desecration, robbery, rape and arson. Thirteen churches 
were bumt down ’till thè Summer of 1994. The police also found out there was a grade System for 
thè crimes within thè satanic circle. The more points a member scored, thè higher his reputati on 
was. Vikernes was held in detention for 9 months in Oslo. Even in prison he longed for thè middle 
ages. When a doctor wanted to take a blood sample with a needle, Vikernes refused. A Viking like 
he should be pricked with a reai dagger. 

Newspapers and heavy metal magazines tried to get an interview with thè "devii". He told in thè 
papers about his contacts with thè Ku-Klux-Klan, he wanted to be addressed with "Heil Count 
Grishnackh" by hard-rock journalists. During thè trial Vikernes didn't speak for a long time. His 
lawyer Tor Erling Staff did. Staff had his own TV show and is Norway's most famous and 
controversial lawyer. He wanted to convince thè court that his client was confused when he killed 
Aarseth. Two psychologists who tested Vikernes, denied this. They held him fully responsible. But 
was he? More than a year after thè murder Vikernes has no remorse. "Tm glad I killed that 
communist pig," he says and he gazes through thè window into thè paradise. "That coward wanted 



to flee instead of take thè challenge and fight." Even when Vikernes gets upset, he remains cairn. He 
only became furious some days ago. When he heard he didn't get all thè letters from his followers 
and can't read every book he wants, after he was transferred from Oslo to Bergen. At that moment 
Vikernes lost control briefly. But thè isolated confinement doesn't bother him. Actually nothing 
bothers him anymore. He has to spend twenty-one years in jail. That's thè maximal penalty for 
murder in Norway. When thè female judge spoke thè verdict, he didn't move a muscle in his face. 
Outside thè court building young girls waved a picture of Vikernes. The following night two 
churches burnt down. Five weeks later another one was set ablaze. Odin will never give up. 
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